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Should I use brilliantine to smarm down the obstinate tuft of hair at my crown or would that be considered vulgar? Should I wear my school-tie or did that look too boyish? Should I wear a white or a coloured collar? I have no recollection of how I settled these weighty problems, but remember that I arrived much too early for the interview and skulked outside the stationery shop of Messrs. Wilson and Whitworth, in Stratford Broadway, staring gloomily, with unregistering eyes, at various objects in the double windows.
Then at last, with a supreme effort, and a pounding heart, I stepped into the shop. Should I tell him about failing that oral French examination? Should I admit that my shorthand was only about sixty words a minute? The raucous shouts of the stall-holders outside and the thunder of traffic died away to a cathedral quiet. I was entering the cloisters of journalism, and the polite shop assistant who looked questioningly at the letter I produced was the acolyte. After inquiries on the telephone he led me, with that mincing walk characteristic of his brotherhood, to a small office at the back of the shop.
Mr. Whitworth was slightly bald, businesslike and husky. He was also kind and quick. He fired ofi' a number of apparently unimportant questions about my schools, and then, after five minutes, to my joy, offered me a month's trial at 155. a week. If I were satisfactory, he said I would be offered the chance of signing apprenticeship indentures. I left the shop elated but anxious, puzzled that he did not want any proof of my examination prowess, that he had not tested my shorthand, and wondering how on earth I could be worth fifteen precious pieces of silver a week to anybody. I loped home to Mother at a rate of knots to tell her the good news, and she, dear soul, whose confidence in her son's ability caused me many blushes, seemed moderately pleased, but not in the least surprised.
A few days later, more nervous than ever, I presented myself at Wilson and Whitworth's shop once more, ready for the battle of life. This time I was allowed to penetrate straight to the heart of the back-stage mystery. My guide took me through a door and up a spiral steel staircase, then